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So, not very long afterward, he went on
his wonderful journey. Up in the sky parlor
of The Hill School is the hara-kiri sword,
with it seven-hundred-years-old Damascus
blade, keen and shining. On the hill opposite
the school stands the tower of the chapel
where Christ was preached and where He is
worshiped to-day through the influence of
the exile from across the seas, whom the
hearts of John Meigs and his wife received
and sheltered.

From two of the boys of The Hill come
the following:

"When I thinlc of Professor, instantly I
find myself thinking of almost everything
that was characteristic of The Hill, and to
try to describe what he was is no less an un-
dertaking than to describe the whole spirit
and genius of the school. And not any one
of us, and hardly all of us together, can do
that.

" I remember when I first saw him. It
was the night in September, 1897, before
school opened. I came by myself from the
depot in Pottstown up to the school, lonely
and a little afraid of the school I was coming
to, because it seemed so far from home, and
because everything about it was so utterly
unknown and strange: The carriage I came
in stopped at the front of the steps leading
up to the front door of the school I wenting at the
